



TheTra^dj 

l>ar.K boone (my foueraigne),fGr my feruicedone, 
Kin. I pray thee peace my toiileis full of forrow. = 
Dar, I will not rife vnlefic your bighnefle grant. 

Kin. Then fpeakeat once, What is it thou demandeft ? 
D<«r. The forfeit (Soueraige) of my lecuanteUfe, 

Who flew to day a ry.ptQus gentleipan 
Lately attending on the Duke oiNorff&lke, 

Kin. Hauc I a tongue to dome my brothers death, 
Andlhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brother flew no man, h^faplt was nought. 

And yet h;s punishment was crueli death, ;i : - 
Who fucd to me for him? who fo -my cage,; 

Kneeld at my feete,and bad me be aduifde ? 

Who lpake of brother-hood, who of lope ? 
Whotoldmehowthe-pooredbpledidfbpf^^^ : 

The mighty ^fi^:^^-^,apd,did ipf ■ 

Who toldmeintfie field;at 'Z^»w^»9'i ■ >1 < 

When Oxf had nie downp he rplcued me. 

And fay d deare brother liue and be a King? c o- 

Who told me.'^m^Ver^oth lay jn the fieldj/t , 7 • 

Frozenalnrloft to-deathjhow he.laptme • . r: ^ 

Eucn in his owne Jrmes, and gaue himlelfc ; 

All thinncand naked tothcnumbccold;night? : ' 

All this from my remembrance br utifo wrat h 

Sinfully;pluc.kt,and nota mapofjPP • . 

Had lb much grace topUt it in;my raihde, . . v, 

But when your carters or youryvaytingvaflailes 
Haue done a drunken daughter, and defac’d 
The precious Image: of our dearefl Redeemer,. 

You ftmight am on your knees for pardonjpardon' li . 
And I vniullly toPjtnpft grant it youi; 

But for my brother not a man would Ipeake, 

Nor I (vngraciousj-lpcakevnto my felfe. 

For him poore foule.: , the proudett one you all ■ r ; ... 
Haucbeenc beholding to himin his , life, r oaur ‘ 
Yet nonoof^uvVOjuld once plea defer ids life: ' 

OhGoa, I fearethyiuftice vvilltakehord . 

On me,and you,and mine,and yours for this. ,(^xit. 

Come me to my dofet,oh poore Chrenct, 



e/Richard 7 ‘A/V^i!’. 

' GU. This is the fruit of rawnelfe : marke you not; 
pjow that the guilty kindred of the Greene ^ 

Lookt pale when they'did heare Clarence death • 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort with our company* Exeunt* 

Enter DutchesofTorkeyivith Clarence Children. 

Bojf. Tellme good Granam, is our Father dead ? 

Dnt.No Boy. ( breafl ? 

J?oy.Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
Andcry, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne I 

G/r/f.Whydoeyoulobkeon vs and fliake your head ? 
And call vs wretched , Orphanes,caftawaies, 

Ifthat our noble Father be aliue ? 

Dnt. Mypritty Cofens you miftake me much, 

I do lament the ficknefle of the King • 

As loth to loofe him now your Fathers dead ’ 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

■ A^.Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncle is too blame for this : 

God will reuenge it, whom 1 will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efleft. 

Dfit.Vczcc Children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and foallow inocents. 

You cannot gefte who caufed your Fathers death. 

Granam, we can ' for my good Vncle 
T old me , ■ the King prouoked by the ^ueene^ 

Deuis’d impeachments toimprifonhim J 
And when he told me fo he wept. 

And hugd me in his armes, and kindly kift my cheekes, ^ 
And bad me relie on him as one my Father, 

And he would loue me dcarely ashisChilde. 

T>«/.Oh that deceit fliould fteale (uch gentle lhapes. 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile. 

He is my Ibnne .yea and therein my fharae : 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

■%. Thinke you my Vncle did diffcmble; Granam ? 

Ptit. I Boy: 

Icannotthihke it, harke, what noyfe is this 
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